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Smitten friends 
Are Angels ſent on errands full of love; 1 
For us they languiſh, and for us they die. — > BY 
"YOUN G. 
Pallida mors eequo pulſat peds pauperum tabernas, 
Regumgue turres, | H OR. 
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TO THE MOURNFUL  . 
RELATIVES AND FRIENDS OF THE LATE 


Mr. WILLIAM HUDSON, 


or CILDERSOME, GENTLEMAN, DECEASED ; 


- * 


THE FOLLOWING LINES, AS A TOKEN OF. 


@ 


RESPECT, ARE HUMBLY INSCRIBED, BY 


THEIR SYMPATHIZING FRIEND, 


AND MOST OBEDIENT SERVANT, 


THE AUTHOR. - 


RARLEY-Hatr, near HALIFAX, 2 
November 29, 1779 
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DEATH of EUMENIO. . 


\ Sonce ſeraphic YOUNG, oppreſs'd with grief 
1 Courted the loneſome night, as friendly to 
His mournful lay; or as the matchleſs bard 

Of Wefton-Favel, walk'd among the tombs ; 

So I with awe profound, and trembling ſteps 
Approach the gloomy regions of the dead ; 
Where men of ev'ry order and degree Sg 
Promiſcuons meet, an undiſtinguiſh'd throng. 


Almighty LORD, whoſe potent hand infolds 
The awful keys of hell and death, afford 
My lab'ring ſoul thy kind and gracious aid; 
For *tis thy aid alone my ſoul implores ; 
To guide my roving thoughts, and teach me how 


To profit by this melancholy ſcene. 
43 Silence 


16) 


Silence and. darknef here extend their fox, 
Here midnight ghoſts, as fame reports, aſſume | 
Terriſic ſhapes, pale ſpeckres Kim along * 
The yielding air, or ſtalk acroſs the gloom. 
The ſchool- boy haſtens home at duſk of eve, 
While light-heel'd terror wings his rapid flight.“ 
The gloomy ow}, from yonder ſky-topt tor, 
Sounds thro? the night her long-reſounding note; 
While pitchy darkneſs ſhades the rolling ſpheres. 


The raven perch'd on yonder ancient yew, 
Has croak'd the live-long day, and-omens giv'n, 


Portending death, as neighb'ring cottagers "I 


Ocer the dim taper mournfully relate 


And ſhudder at the melancholy tale, 


How quick the Aight of life- conſuming time! 


The glancing moment ſlides away in haſte. 


Life is a dream, a vapour, or a ſhadow. 
Death ready ſtands to ſeize us ev'ry hour, 
And lodge us in this cold and dark abode. 
Should his ſtrong hand arreſt us unprepar'd 
Our final doom is fixt ; eternal years, 
| Eternal 
* See a beautiful. poem entitled, The Grave, 


- | — ia et bac fabula quadam, 


Eternal fighs will dana to looſe © | 

The awful, the inexorable chain. 8 

O then that Haun's thoughtleſs ſons would learn 
This plaineſt truth, that they muſt ſhortly die! 
We trifle like the natives of the bough, 
Inſpir'd by vernal ſunſhine; not aware I | 
Of the infidious fowler's watchful eye. | 
How cruel to ourſelves, to live ſecure, Ret A 47 
While all our foes are up in arms, prepar'd 
To give the deadly ſtab, when moſt we think 
Ourſelves in ſafety ! how our groveling ſouls | 
Cling to this wretched ſoil ; forgetting God, 
And all the bliſs prepar'd for ſaints in heav n 
Enſlav'd to preſent things we ſlumber on, 
Till death awakes us from our reverie. 


Ambition! ſhort is thy deceitful dream. 
Should wreaths of lawrel bind thy ſmiling brow, 
Sickneſs and death may blaſt them in an hour. 
Titles and mighty names but ſerve to ſwell, 


With pompous verſe, the ſculptur'd tomb, and flill 
„ The 


* Nnocungue ingrederis, ſequitur mars, corpus ut 
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The vain deluſion ends in Mere he lies 
Soon, ſoon ambition drops her flutt'ring plume. 
Extinguiſh'd is proud grandeur's meteor- ray. 
Death humbles Monarchs, Potentates . 4 
And reptiles fatten on the: n brow... en 2 
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| How vain he boaſt of ha n bloor „ 
| The ſnowy ſkin, the captivating.eye,' 
| The ruby lip, and well-proportion'd framed} 
| Flora, when once the dream of life is fled, © 
| When ſickneſs and the i icy hand of death 
1 Alrreſt you, how your roſes fade and fall! 
| Your lillies mingle with the meaneſt mould, 
| And Fhra is a feaſt for crawling worms; 
| No longer courted as an angel fair, 
Your lovers then would e at the een. 


The noiſe of folly, the cas 
Of Belial's PIG, with their polluting j joys; 
| Profaneneſs 

* Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour? 
What tho? we wade in wealth, or ſoar in fame? 
Earth's 3 ſtation ends in, * Here he lies.“ 
Y O U NG. 
I Solvitur omne decus letho, > 


| Res off forma fugax, quis ſapiens bono 
* fragil. —8EN. ' 


(4: 4) 
Profaneneſs with her vile envenom'd tongue: 
Debauchery, with all her helliſh train, 
stand here condemn'd for ever... 
Here wrapt in ſolemn thought, I ſoftly wot: 
O'er the promiſcuous thron g; ſome recently interr's 
Are yet lamented by ſurviving friends ; 
And others quite forgot. How awful is 
This place, amidit the diſmal gloom of night! 
Where ghaſtly corpſes ſwell the yielding ſoil ; 
Where ſkeletons and ſkulls and coffins lie, 
Beneath the graſſy turf, or letter'd ſtones. 
My very blood runs chill; how ſadly ſolemn, 
How melancholy is this field of death ! 
Theſe carcaſes once liv'd and breath'd and walk'd ; 
Were ſtrong and active, vigorous and gay, 
| As we who yet ſurvive ; and we ſhall ſoon 
(O mortifying thought) be vile. as they; 
We too are duff, and mult zo duſt return. 


Here is * 8 8 grave! 0 my full heart! 


A flood of tears would give thee ſome relief. a 
25 Here 


* Eumenio, from Sons, benevolus ſum. Candor, 
humanity and benevolence, were remarkably exempli- 
fied in the character of the late Mr HUDSON, whoſe 
ſudden death, by a fit of apoplexy, 025 75 37799 gave 
nſe to theſe meditations, 


Here ſleeps the breathleſs duſt of him I low d, 
Belov'd of all; whoſe heav'nly virtues ſnione 
With an unuſual brightneſs, to the cloſe 
Of his dear life, alas (for us) too ſhor ber er 
He was a public bleſſing to mankind; | 
And public grief attends his ſudden fall. 
Each friendly boſom heaves a burſting groan; » 
Each neighbour pours a ſympathizing tear; 

Each ſervant mourns the beſt of e. Elk 


1 


. bead aly Warrs 3 Gursran 4 fl 
So, dear Eumenio, I lament for thee. Th 
Inferior is my ſtrain ; not ſo my love. 
Friendſhip divine, that ſweet and facred tie, 
Had bound my heart to thee, and made us one. 
Hence doubly painful is the parting hour. 
Hence I this grave with nightly: tears bedew. -- . 


As holy men lamented at the death 
Of Stephen, martyr'd in his Saviour's cauſe ; 
And JESUS wept at Lazarus's tomb, 
And in his ſpirit groan'd aloud (ſuch kind 
And tender thoughts poſſeſs'd his holy ſoul) 


So Zion mourns her loſs of him, who long 
Had 


einn 
Had ſtood a pillar in the houſe of God. 
Did I not ſee her daughters mourn and grieve? 
Did I not hear her mourning ſons complain? 
« Shall we indeed behold his face no more? 
« No more enjoy his ſweet ſociety ? 
Nor profit by his counſels, or his pray'rs? 
« His ſweet diſcourſe, and edifying walk ? 
% Myſterious providence ! It muſt be right; 
« And yet we can't forbear to wonder why, 
« This ſun went down at noon? Cloudleſs he ſhone, 
« With luſtre undiminiſh'd, unimpair'd, 
« By waſting ſickneſs, or declining years; 
« When moſt we ſeem to need his friendly aid, 
Sudden he drops, and quits the hemiſphere.” 
Beneath th' Almighty's hand ſubmiſſive bow; 
Search for the cauſe of this alarming ftroke ; 
And learn t' improve it to ſome noble end. 
Mourn not as thoſe who hade no hope in heav'n, 
Comfort each other awith the word of grace. 
In cloſeſt union live, Tread in the ſteps 
Of your deceaſed friend; and walk in lowe.* © 
His bright example ſet before your eyes. | 
arti ar 626 £28 re 


* Ut ameris amabilis eſto. O VID. 
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He had a noble ſoul. In him were ſeen _ 

The gen'rous efforts of a friendly mind. 
Anxious to pleaſe and profit all around. 
Philanthropy, and ſweet benevolence, 

Smil'd in his looks, and charm'd us in bla mein. 
He was a living proof of grace's pow'r 
O'er ruin'd man, to form him for the ſkies, 
Love fir'd his heart, and evangelic truth _ 
Govern'd his foul, and influenc'd his life. 

He liv'd what others only do profi. 


Eamenio on the dear Redeemer's croſs 
Suſpended all his hopes; from thence he drew 
His nouriſhment, his life and conſtant peace. 
This, this was all his boaſt, his b this, 
He glory d in a Saviour erucify d. n 

*Tis from IMMANUEL's croſs ſalvation ſprings; 
His death is life to man; his bleeding wounds, 
The dying ſinner's ſovereign, only cure. 
Myſterious this to Gentile and to ew. 

Proud reaſon deems it folly, unbelief 

Denies, rejects, diſdains the ſaving truth ; _ 
And in contempt enquires, how e'er the man, 
The dying man ſhould faye a ruin'd world ? 

Thus 
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'Thus ;6ptadfly Apiſto * dares to aide 
The beſt, the laſt, the only remedy, 


By heav'n ordain'd, and publiſh'd roundthe i gies, | 
| To reſcue ſinners from deſtruction dire. 


Vain 1 Aezedlag this, 3 Joſs 
The only ground of hope and heav'nly . | 
For fin no other ſacrifice is found, 

For ſinful man no other way to bliſs. | 
Talk you of works? here is the ſoy? reign ſpring | 
Of holineſs divine and purity. 

When from the croſs you turn your eyes away. 
Contemptuous, you at once with that renounge, 
The ſtrongeſt motives to a holy life 5 - 
The nobleſt flimulus to grateful VR 
Refined zeal and goſpel ſanctity. | 


You then give up the moſt engaging view 
That evex was to ſinful creatures giv'n, 

Of his ador'd perfections, whoſe dread name 
Both heav'n and earth acknowledge and adore: 


OO — — — — 


| Here awful juſtice ſhines with brighter beams, 
Than if each ſinner had been doom d to bear 
Eternal 


* An unbeliever ; of 
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Eternal vengeance for his hated crimes, 
And mercy reigns more glorious than ſhe would, 


bo EV 


Had ev'ry ſin been pardon'd, ev'ry vat 
Made happy and no juſtice exercis'd, 


In damning fin, that dar'd th* Almighty 8 e 


For ſinners are myſteriouſly redeem'd 

By ſov'reign mercy, yet by merit too; 

Both matchleſs, both ſtupendous and divine. 
By Jeſu's blood our debts are all diſcharg'd. 
Law has its due, ſtern juſtice ſweetly ſmiles, | 
Eternal truth and mercy here embrace; 
And God i is mo in . man. 1 

1 he man who ſhuts his eyes b the kent 

Of the ſweet radient ſun, abhorring al! 
Creation's beauteous and attractive charms, 
Does not'in folly equal him who Unres-- © 
Deſpiſe the wonders of the Saviour's eroſs. 

In this the ſinner ſtupidly conſpires 

His own deſtruction, while he thus rejects 
The grand expedient wiſdom infinite, 


And ous immenſe contriv'd to ſave a world, ED 


But if hs ſtill the truth 1 


The ſou! celeſtial- born receives with love, 
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And humble faith, this ſacred remedy, K 1 
F or all his griefs and fears, his wants and cares, ; 2. 
Thro' ey'ry dubious path of life's career, 

And &en in death it is his triumph ſtill. 

Nought ſhort of this can draw the tyrant's ſting ; 

Nought ſhort of this can overcome the grave. 

« Forbid it, gracious Lord, that I ſhould boaſt, 

« Save in the croſs of Chriſt, the ſinner's friend.” 


N * 4 a : WE. 2 &._ 


No ſtate exempts us from the awful firoke 
Of unreſiſted unrelenting death. | 
strength nought avails in that deciſive hour. = 
Athletic limbs, the firmeſt nerves, or health 1 ' 
In all its vigor. Theſe Eumenio had = 
In full poſſeſſion, when the ſummons came. { 
Sudden as lightning death's keen arrow flew, bi 
| He Janguiſhed awhile, then breath d his laſt. T4 
To heedleſs mortals this alarm is giv'n, | 4 x 
To rouze us from our dreadful lethargy, © | | | | 
Our ſenſeleſs, ſtupifying dreams, and cure "nn 
The vile intoxication of the mind. J lt f 
O boaſt 18 
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O boaſt not of to-morrow's dawn 
It is preſumption all, the preſent day 
Perhzps is pregnant with thy final doom ; 
Short is the date of bliſs on earth; time flies 
With unremitted ſpeed, death follows cloſe, 
Eternity ſucceeds, hell threatens loud, 
And heav'n invites; but we are ſtill ſecure, 


0 
— 


Strephon ! I ſaw the rolling tears bedeu- 


Your blooming:cheeks, While young Ly/ander flood 


Fixt to this ſpot ; and with a ghaſtly look 
Beheld a Father's grave. Deep ſullen grief 
Abſorb'd his ſoul, and ſhook his tender frame. 
Your loſs is great: A Father you have loſt, 


Whoſe wiſe, indulgent and paternal care 

You need to guard you from th' inchanting paths 
Of curſed vice, with all its dang'rous ſnares. 
O may you tread your Father's ſteps, and learn 


To conſecrate your early days to heayv'n, |, 
. | O may 
* By nature's law, what may be, may be now ; 
There's no prerogative in human hours, 
In ͤ human hearts what bolder thought can riſe, 
Than man's preſumption on to-morrow's dawn? 


Where is to-morrow ? In another world. | 
YOUNG, 


N | 17 * 
O may your Father? s God be yours ; may 9 
The F ather”: $ virtues live i in both his ſons. | 
Thus thall we leſs lament the loſs. of him, 

Who now is number'd with the Saints above. 
He beſt laments the loſs who henceforth learns 

To live like him whoſe death we all deplore. 

To us it is a loſs, not ſo to him; 

It is his trueſt gain: th' exulting ſoul, 


„ 


Releas'd from earth, in triumph ſoars away, 
Along the tracks where the quick light'ning glows, | 
| And gladly quits the duſky globe below, 
With theſe bleak climes of ſorrow, noiſe and arife 


Angels convoy him on their airy wings, 


0d 


| To Salem's happy gates ; the gates expand 

At his approach, cherubic legions ſhout _ 

The ſtranger welcome to the climes of bliſs. 
There ſafely lodg'd, above theſe rolling ſpheres, 
Twere eruel now to wiſh for his return. 


O might I too my wiſh'd releaſe obtain, 
And mount with thee, Eumenio, to the ſkies! 
Joyful I'd bid adieu to earthly ſcenes, 

And ſmile to leave all mortal things behind. 


How wauld I fly from this is corporeal cell, 
B This 
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Of liberty and joy; my ſtruggling ol 


Eumenio is no more. Fall'n at your feet 


1 18 * 


This 1 vale of night, and ſoar aloft 
By angels guided to the mount of God. 
Come, gentle death, kind meſſenger of peace, 


Waits thy arrival with a wiſhful look, 
To looſe her bands, break down her priſon walls 
And bid her follow dear Eumenio's fli ht, - 
And mingle with the ſweet celeſtial throng. 


| Selina! you have felt the fatal froke 
That robb'd you of your dearer half, and left 
Vour boſom bleeding with the recent wound. 
Vou recollect, with unremitted grief, 
The paſt endearments of your happy hours, 


You ſaw him lie: no warning had been giv'n.“ 
Sudden the ſhock ; yet not for him unſafe. 
Still, ſtill the ſad idea fills your mind, 
Abſorbing ev'ry joy. The burſting groan, 
And deeply mournful tear too faintly ſhew, 


The — of your ſoul, Torn from your arm, 
e The 


F Rigitam Jus ef et inevitabile mertis. 
O VI). 
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he dear companion of your life lies here, © 
erowded and coffin'd in this bed of death. 
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As in the deſtin'd field the guided plow, 

ears up the fallow ſoil, o'erturns the glebe, 

60 pungent ſorrow tears the bleeding heart, 

and leaves its long and deepen'd furrows there. 
nnumber'd are the woes of human life. 

he gleams of joy how tranſient and how few, 

In this ſad vale of tears! Succeſſive rounds 

Df pains and griefs and ſickneſſes attend 

Dur ſteps, and meaſure all our circling years. 

Vet heav'nly mercy ſoftens all the toils, 

$upports our fainting hearts, and gilds the gloom, 4 
Vith the ſweet foretaſtes of eternal joy. il 


May theſe, Selina, be your happy lot, f | 
In meaſure large, to chear your widow'd ſtate. 
et contemplation wing your ſoul to heav'n.* 
There view the thrones of bliſs, th' immortal crown, 
The manſions ſtrong and fair, which ne'er ſhall mourn, 
3 1 As 
Heav'n gives us friends to bleſs the preſent ſcene 


Reſumes them to prepare us for the next. 
| YOUNG, 


Agoften here on earth, their maſters chang'd. 
There ſorrow, pain and death are known no more, 
There are the realms of permanent delight, 
Boundleſs in meaſure, and without an end. 


5 


Think on the promiſe of a faithful God. 

As ſtars that ſparkle in the azure by, 

Such are the promiſes that ſhine and "OY 1 

IIluſtr'ous in the bible's firmament. | 

Theſe are the precious goſpel's life and ſoul, 

The nerves and ſinews of its wondrous frame. 

Read theſe and take them for your heritage, | 

« I'll be a Father to the fatherlefs; 

c The pious widow is my ſpecial care; 

4e J'Il be her hufband. and her cauſe defend; 

«« Her border Pll eſtabliſn and maintain.” 
See here a cordial-for your fainting heart: 
May this ſapport you in the mournful hour. 


'The infinitely wiſe his greateſt works 
Performs by ſecret and myſterious ways, 
Nor gives account to man of what he does, 
As when we ſee a ſkilful workman, caft 
Into the glowing furnace ſome rude maſs 


Ot 


Tre, 


Tet So 


Of ore metalic, to be purify d; = 
Then by repeated blows, with neryous arm, 
Beat and chaſtize it on the anvil ſmooth ; 

We ſtand and wonder what the artiſt's purpoſe, 
Nor can unfold the myſt ry, till at length, 
We ſee the effort of his ſkill com plete; 

And then we praiſe his wiſdom thro' the whole. 
So ſhall at laſt our wond*ring hearts adore 


The deep and wiſe deſigns of providence, 


Tho' clouds and darkneſs veil them from our fight, 
In this benighted world. The op'ning morn, 
And bright eternal day of bliſs divine, 


Shall baniſh ev'ry cloud obſcure, that veils 


he habitation of th* Almighty's throne. 


Fl he gloom diſpell'd, our wond' ring fouls ſhall ſee, 


he deep, profound, myſterious ways of heav'n, 


Phining with wiſdom, faithfulneſs and love. 


Reſt ſure of this, the end ſhall crown the work, 
\nd ſpeak th* Almighty's moſt indulgent care. 


Now let me learn to live a ſtranger here, 

or fix on earth the graſp of fond deſire. 

The joys ariſing from created things, 

puould not enſnare and captivate the ſoul, 

Þ 3 Or 


— 
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Or make us once forget the parting hour, | 
When we muſt loſe them all; nor ſhould the pain 
Of loſing what the preſent world can give, 
Too deeply wound the heart. Man is immortal 
Immortal cares and hopes ſhould fill his breaſt, 
And far outweigh the trifles of an hour. 
Whoever ſaw a mighty tempeſt rais'd 
Of roaring winds, to puff a downy feather ? 
Or ocean heaving up her hideous waves 
As rolling mountains but to drown a fly ? 
Vet theſe, alas! but faintly repreſent 
Th' unequall'd folly of an earthly mind, 
Wrought into tempeſt, toſt, diſtracted, torn, 
With care for what is light as empty wind, 
And tranſitory as the fleeting vapour, 
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God of my life ! thou ſource of ev'ry joy, 
Bright centre where the num'rous varying lines 
Of all my wiſhes meet; what can the ſoul 
Or want or crave whom thou doſt inly fill ? 

_ Enjoying thee, the once diſtracted boſom 
Has reſt and eaſe which all the pow'rs of ſpeech 
Would be too feeble fully to deſcribe. 


Ty owa dear ſelf alone, th' enlarged heart 
Cam 
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Pain 


tal, 


* 


* 
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Can amply fill: the brighteſt things below, 


Whatever glory they may ſeem to wear, 
Whatever charms to captivate the vain, 


Are all inadequate to fatisfy 


The boundleſs cravings of th' immortal mind, 


Th' immortal mind, form'd with capacious pow + © 


For the fruition of the good Supreme, 
Muſt inly famiſh, ſtarve and pine away, 


Feeding on nothing more than earth can give, 


Tho? circled round with all her richeſt ſtores. 


Take then who will the honours of the great, 


The wealth of miſers, and the ſmiles of Kings 3 


LI envy not your fancy'd happineſs. 


Jeſus, thy ſmile is heav'n! Thy love divine, 
Is dearer far than life with all its joys. 

Thine are my riſing hopes; my warm deſires, 
Eternal excellence, to thee-ward move. 

God is my hope, my ſhield and vaſt reward : 
My life, my glory and exceeding joy; 
Yea more than theſe emphati: words expreſs, 
My all in all. The ſource of all my bliſs; ; 
The object of my deareſt, warmeſt love; 

My never-failing fountain of delights ; 


My ſtrength i in life, and my ſupport ĩ in death; 
B 4 "3 My 


＋ 
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My preſent portion, and my nobleſt end, 
O love divine, how ample are thy ſtores ; 


Hark] what dull ſound rolls murm'ring thro theair) 
"Tis the ſoul-thrilling ſtroke of yonder clock; 
The flow and ſolemn midnight knell I hear. 
Which bids me leave this melancholy ſcene, 

This dark and dreary, but inſtructive ſchool, 
And give to languid nature ſome repoſe, | 
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Some yet are wakeful, rack'd with ceaſeleſs pain 

Or preſt with heart-corroding cares, along 

'The tedious night, and chide the heavy hours. 

Life is a conflict with a thouſand ills, 

All tending to reduce us to the grave. 

The holieſt mind poſſeſſes not belo , | 
Tranquility unmov'd : e'en conſcience oft | 
Has cauſe to give th? alarm within; ſome mote 
' Offends its tender eye, and makes it weep ; \ 
Nor ought can eaſe the ſmart but G:Jead's balm, 
Or the ſweet drops diſtill'd from Sharez's roſe. 


FF _Y 3 


n. thou haſt felt affliction's pow'r, 
Amiadſt the ſea of life you oft have known, 
Have 


- * A faithful man, 


. 


4s doubtful of th* event, His boding fears 


A 
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Have felt the bellowing tempeſt, beating round 
Your little bark, which rais'd a thouſand fears, 
While o'er your head the threatning billows roll'd, 
In quick ſucceſſion, wave purſuing wave ; 

Often portending dire deſtruction nigh ; 

At leaſt, in unbelief's miſtaken view. 

Ah, troubled foul! T inly feel for thee ! 

As oft I'm tutor'd in affliction's ſchool, 

In various tempeſts narraſs'd and involy'd ; 

[ ſee with tear-brim'd eye Fidelio's griefs ; 


And tender pity bleeds within my breaſt, 


Solicitous to give ſome friendly aid ; 


Accept the will where ev'ry effort fails, Fa 


gad day of terrors, when th' aſſaulted ſoul 


Conflicts with Satan, feels his fiery darts, 


Poiſon'd by diabolic craft, to give - li 
The wounded boſom direful agony. vas 
Thick as the rattling hail around they fly, [i 
Recoubled and renew'd, as quick as thought; 13 
Thrown with infernal rage and furious hate: | i 
Fidelio trembles midſt the hell- bred fray ; 
Shook to the centre in his inmoſt frame, 


Bring 


: 26 

Bring up unnumber'd doleful ſcenes to view, 
Fainting with toil inceſſant, oft he cries, 

4 one day periſh by the ſnares of hell. 


In his diſtreſs for ſuccour loud he calls, 
With cries and groans which rend the vault of heay'n, 
And inſtant come before th? eternal throne, 
From thence he finds immediate aid, t'infpire 
His languid heart, ſupport his feeble knees, 
Lift up his ſtrengthleſs hands, and fill his ſoul 
With youthful vigor to renew the fight. 
Then brandiſhing his ſword, and handling cloſe 
The well-try'd ſhield of all-ſubduing faith, 
He ruſhes on the foe with dauntleſs aim, 

Makes ſtout reſiſtance ; and the tempter flies. 
Angels look on well-pleas'd, and fly to heal 
Fidelio's wounds, with unguents form'd in heav'n; 
And with nectarious cordials chear his heart. 


Now facred peace defcending from the ſkies, 
Her olive branch diſplays, and calms the foul, 
Attended with her ſmiling ſiſter, joy; 
Whoſe charms at once diſpel each gloomy thought, 


And turn the deſert to an Zden fair, 
I —_ 
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By theſe afflictions, purify'd from droſs, 
Fidelio's ev*ry grace refulgent ſhines, 
As gold refined in the tort'ring flame, 
By efforts oft renew'd :* So heav'n ordain'd 
To bring the heirs of glory to his throne. 


The hour is near when all theſe tombs ſhall burſt, 
And ev'ry faithful grave reſign its prey. 
The pow'r that form'd the world ſhall wake the dead: 
When, ſome all rife to everlaſting life, 
And ſome be clothed with contempt and ſhame, 
In that great day of terror and of joy. | 


The moment comes, with winged haſte it flies, 
Which cloſes up the ſcene of mortal things. 
How near is nature's univerſal wreck ! 
When earth and ſkies, when ſan and ſtars ſhall fink 
Involv'd in vaſt tremendous ruin all. 


Foreboding ſigns are giv'n; alarming ſights 
Riſe to the attentive eye; the fount of day 


deems clad in ſable mourning, and the ſky 
_ Cover'd 


* Rebus in adverſis vera probanda fides. 
Rebus in adverſis patientia weraprobatur, 


Cover'd with ſackcloth. Cynthia's filver ray 
Is quench'd in crimſon gore. Th' eternal hills 
Rock on their centre, and aſunder cleave. 
Sinai is mov'd, Taber and Hermon quake, 
And to the plains their nodding ſummits bow. 
Earth is convuls'd, and nature ſickens round, 


The mighty monuments of Human art, 
The work of num'rous years, the lofty ſpires, 
The pond'rous pyramids, the pride of Kings, 
Andi boaſt of nations, gorgeous palaces, 
And ſolemn temples, with their coftly ſhrines, 
Are in a moment levell'd with the ground, 
In vaſt confuſion, ne'er to be repair'd. 
Rome, Paris, London, Europe are no more. 


Rouſe, rouſe, Britannia, let thy guilty ſons 
Prepare to meet their God; his lifted hand 
Already waits to execute his wrath. 


Tremendous vengeance thunders from afar 
The mighty concave ſounds; fierce tempeſts roar; 
The rocks are rent; the lofty mountains all 
Are melted into fiery ſtreams; the ſea 


Boils 
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Boils like a pot ; heaving from ſhore to ſhore, 
Her foaming billows laſh the troubled ky. 
Surrounding flames conſume the pond'rous globe, 
Diſſolving all the maſs from pole to pole; 

While ſtars and ſuns with all their num'rous hoſts 
Drop from their mazy orbits and expire. 

The ſov'reign Judge of all will ſoon appear ; - 

The frighted ſkies recoil at his approach; 

The heav'ns are wrapt together like a ſcroll ; 
Time is arreſted in his ſwift career; | 

And nature makes a quick and ſolemn pauſe. 

Ten thouſand eyes with conſternation gaze. 

Loud lamentations riſe, and mirth and ſongs 

At once are turn'd to diſmal ſhrieks and yells. 
The midnight revel interrupted, ends | li 
In dreadful howlings ; anguiſh and deſpar̃r fl 
And blackeſt horror rend the guilty heart. | | | 
Ambition drops her gaudy plume, and power {| lf 
Unheeded throws her ſcepter to the ground, 
And tramples lofty crowns beneath her feet: 
Thrones are deſerted, royalty contemn'd. 


Vice ſtops her mad career, ne er ſtopt before. 
The W. quits his bowl, blaſphemin g tongues, 
| Perhaps 
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Perhaps, begin to pray, alas ! too late, 
Now cards and dice beſtrew the floor, and ſome 
Snatch up the long-negleRted bible, or the book 
Of prayers, or for the {lighted prieſt enquire. 
Some croſs themſelves, and pray to fav'rite ſaints; 

Some to dumb idols bend the ſuppliant knee, 
Some call for rocks and hills to hide their guilt, 
And ſcreen them from the Judge's dreadful ire. 


"Tis all in vain. The ſolemn trumpet ſounds. 
The awful blaſt is heard from pole to pole ; 
And rouzes all the ſleeping dead. Earth heavee, 
As in her dying pangs, and from her womb 
Diſlodges all her ſons, Saints then alive 
Lift up their joyful, their triumphant heads, 
And fearleſs hail the happy, happy morn. 
(so Gofben once rejoic'd in cheering light, 

While horrid darkneſs cover'd Egypt round.) 
This is the final period of their woes; 
Their jubilee is come; the trumpet ſounds 
Their ſweet releaſe, from ſorrow, fin and ſtrife. 
Now they forget their woes, their conflicts end; 
Their tears are chang'd for ſhouts of ſacred joy. 


This is the bleſt, the long- expected day 
Of 


3 
Of their redemption from a thouſand ills. 
And while in extaſies of joy they ſtand, 

And wait the fignal for their glorious change, 
Lo, quick as thought, or twinkling of an eye, 
By transformation ſtrange, Elijab-like, 

They all aſſume a bright celeſtial form, 

And ſhine in glory like the fount of day. 
They never feel the pangs of death, as late 
Fumenio witneſs'd when he left the world. 


If we believe the great Redeemer dy'd, 
And roſe in triumph as the church's head; 
They who in JESUS ſleep our God will bring 
With JESUS in the triumph of that day, 
When he appears to judge th' aſſembl'd world. 
The midnight cry is heard. Behold he comes, 
In ſolemn pomp ; before his awful face, 
A brightneſs ſhines that dims the eyes of day. 
Ten thouſand times ten thouſand ſaints attend 
His glorious train. The grandeur of this hour 
Exceeds whatever men or angels ſaw. 
Language is loſt, deſcription fails, e'en thought | 
Cou'd never reach what all ſhall now behold. 


Jeſus 
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Jeſus appears, the ſoy? reign Judge of all 
In heaven, in earth, and i in the deeps of hell, 
Not now, as when he in the manger lay, 

Or hung extended on the curſed e; 

He in his own eſſential glory ſhines, | 
And in his Father's, and in that of all 

The bright celeſtial hoſts around his throne ; 
His ſpotleſs throne, type of his purity. 

The books are open thrown. The book of life, 
of God's eternal law, and goſpel too, 

With all the pages of the human heart. 
Each ſecret thing is brought to light, before 
Both God and angels, and th' aſſembled world. 


The guilty hear their dreadful doom denounc'd 
« Depart ye curſed to eternal flames,” 
Then all the ranks of the profane are driy' n 


In anger from the awful judgment-ſeat, 
Drunkards, a num'rous band; blaſpheming crowds! 
Lyars, deceivers, painted hypocrites, 

Inſatiate miſers, cruel tyrants all, 

And perſecutors of the faints of God, 

With all the faithleſs, unrelenting crew, 

Who lov'd their pleaſures more than the Moſt High 
And 


41, 
And diſobey'd the goſpel of his grace. 
Eternal vengeance to their follies due, 
O'ertakes them all, in this tremendous day. 
Hell burſting, opens her tremendous jaws, 
Hideouſly roaring for her prey; while ſtorms 
Sulphureous, overwhelm the guilty throng, 
Now loft, loſt, loſt for ever. 


How happy then to have the Judge's ſmile ! 

To hear the welcome accents from his lips, 

Ve bleſſed of my Father, come; receive 

The promis'd kingdom heavenly love prepar'd, 
« Fretime began his flight, or worlds were form'd!”? 


Straight they aſcend the glorious thrones above : 
And full poſſeſſion take of all their bliſs. 
There God himſelf, with his indulgent hand, 
Wipes all their tears away; and amply fills 
Their happy ſ6uls with tides of ceaſeloſs joy. 
They wear the ſparkling crown of endleſs life; 
Th' eternal weight of glory they poſſeſs ; 
The promis'd land with all its ſacred fruits, 
Where an unfading ſpring for ever blooms, — 
Ent all theſe emblems fail; the bliſs above 


© Exceeds 
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Exceeds whate'er by mortal ear was heard, 

By mortal eye beheld, or heart conceir d. 
Ti he ſum of all, is GOD's ETERNAL SMILE. 


Ĩ here death is known no more; no parting firoke 
Shall eber divide united hearts, as here. 

Friendſhip divine inſpires the worlds on high, 

Thoſe ſacred realms of purity and love. 1 \ 

No interruption there it knows, or end; 

But reigns and triumphs, flouriſhes and grows, 

To full perfection in thoſe climes of bliſs, 


Reſt then, Zumenio, in thy clay-cold bed, 
Til the laſt trumpet ſound, and call thee forth, 
To bear the victor's palm; we too will wait 
For our approaching change, in chearful hope, 
Ot meeting you amidf that happy throng, 
Who caſt their crowns before the throne divine; 
Who Hallelujahs ſing to his great name, 

Whoſe matchleſs grace has rais'd them to the ſkies; 
And as eternal ages roll away, | 


The bliſs ſhall grow, and ſuffer no decay. 


ELEGIAC 


a ELEGIAC VERSES 


On the DEATH of 


Mr. William Greenwood, 


LATE Or 
OXENHOPE, near HAWORTH ; 
Who died September 30, 1779. 


IKE as the ſetting ſun in ſummer's eve 
Serenely ſhining quits the hemiſphere, 
While in his abſence nature ſeems to grieve, 

And weeping dews on ev'ry leaf appear: 


Such was Philander”s life, and cloſing ſcene ; 
Religion rul'd his heart with ſov? leign pow'r; 
Brighten'd his morning, made his eve ſerene, 
And chear'd the gloom of his departing hour, 
1 C2 | Within 


5 1 Within his breaſt a thouſand tender cares 
| Aroſe, for thoſe he now mult leave behind, 


Defenceleſs, and expos'd to num'rous ſnares ; 
Vet calm ſubmi ſſion ſooth'd his patient mind. 


« Behold I die; but ill JEHOVAH lives; 

I leave you all in his Almighty hand; 
His promis'd care my fainting heart revives ; 
Truſt in his word, and rev'rence his command.“ 


Thus 1s his deſtin'd race of virtue run; 
However ſhort the date, tis finiſh'd now 3 
The haſty thread of active life is ſpun ; 
Relentleſs death has ſtruck the final blow, 
Numbers around his gen'rous deeds proclaim, 
And when his grave*miditneighb'ring dead they ſee 
Make grateful mention of his dear-lov'd name, 
There lies the man who was a friend to me,” 


Compaſſion reign'd within Philander's breaſt ; 
He was a conſtant father to the poor ; 

His bowels yearn'd to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd, 
Whoſe refuge was his hoſpitable door, 


No 


No haughty airs in him could e' er be ſeen ;. 
Humility adorn'd his happy mind; 

Calm was his temper, modeſt was his mein. 
His words were gentle as his ſoul was kind. 


Riches ne'er made a captive of his heart; 
He view'd earth's brighteſt baubles with a figh ; 
He choſe, and ſtill purſu'd the better part; 
And thus he liv'd as one prepar'd to die. 


Malice herſelf would try her arts in vain, 

E'en envy's forky tongue could ne'er ſucceed, 
Upon his character to fix the ſtain 
Of an unmerciful, oppreflive deed. 2 — 


His widow'd mate o'erwhelm'd with tides of grief 
Laments her deareſt earthly comforts fled : 
In vain her friends attempt to give relief, 


Her choiceſt friend, her other ſelf 1s dead. 


In ſweeteſt harmony the happy pair, 
5 , Ps A = 
Of kindred ſouls were join'd in one great aim, 
Their hope, their fear, their comfort and their care, 


Knew no diviſion, but were ſtill the ſame. 
They 


T hey witneſ,'d all the joys of ſocial life, 3 
Till death's relentleſs hand the union broke * 


The loving huſband and the faithful wife 
Were one, till ſever'd by the fatal ſtroke. 


Now from her ſide her dearer half is torn q 
She ſaw, ſhe felt her dearer half decay; 
The reſt lies bleeding, and but lives to mourn; 


May heav'n ſupport her in this trying day. 


While eight dear pledges of connubial love, 
Who don't their loſs of ſuch a father know, 


With mournful looks and flowing tears pre, | 


The mother's — capacity of — 


| Methinks 1 I ſee the lovely blooming train, 


Silent and ſad the fun'ral rites attend; 
I cann't the ſympathetic tear reſtrain, 
For they have loſt a father, I a friend. 


Bereav'd of ſuch a parent now they lie 
Defenceleſs and expos'd to ev'ry ſnare ; 
May he that hears young ravens when they cry, 
Preſerve and guard them with paternal care. 
Re [its 
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Unto the orphans of the man TI love, | 
Ad let the mourning widow truſt in me, 
I will the mourning widow's huſband prove.“ 


Take comfort then, JEHOVAH is your friend ; 
Tis he who gave, and he who takes FAY 
He will the faithful widow's cauſe defend ; 
His truth is ſtedfaſt and ſhall ne'er decay. 


With heav'nly ardor preſs to reach the ſhore 
Where miſchiefs never fly ; corroding care, 

FT amult, diſtraction, anguiſh are no more z 
The ſcene is bright, the bliſs beyond compare. 


Philander lives above; he now obtains 

The plaudit of his God; and calls you there, 
Where ſweet celeſtial love for ever reigns ; 

And kindred ſouls no ſeparation fear, 
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